I sit and wait, does an 
angel contemplate my fate 

Written by dreamkatcha. Any related videos, as always, can 
be found on my YouTube channel. 

None of this would have been possible without the fantastic 
resources generously provided by immensely talented 
emulator authors, and communities such as Hall of Light, 
Lemon Amiga, Lemon 64, World of Spectrum, Moby Games, 
World of Longplays and Recorded Amiga Games. Thank you 
for your tireless dedication to preserving the history of 

gaming. 


Sitting on a grimy, blood-soaked train hurtling through the 
New York subway en route to my crochet class, I was savagely 
assaulted by a hoodlum swinging a chain like a cattle 
rancher who should have gone to Specsavers. 

Feeling a tad constrained, the fedora had to go, then my 
head-to-toe trenchcoat. Whipped off without pausing to 
unfasten the buttons, revealing a Persil-white, skin-tight t- 
shirt, cargo pants, and army-issue bovver boots. Prisms of 
overhead fluorescent light shot into his squinting eyes, 
deflected from the red beret of justice rounding off my outfit. 

I beat the assailant to a pulp, confiscating his makeshift 
lasso, which got me wondering how many retro Guardian 
Angel games there are out there on the mean streets of 
planet earth. With so many scrolling beat 'em ups around to 




choose from back then in the era of yesteryear, some must 
surely have adopted the theme? 



While Madonna might disagree, Vigilante doesn't really count 
since you can be an aggrieved martial arts pro Renegade 
without being an official member of the Guardian Angels. A 
voluntary organisation founded in 1979 by Curtis Sliwa. 
Beginning in New York City he trained members of the 
general public to make citizens arrests, helping to alleviate 
the escalating violence dilemma. The wing-motifed non-profit 
group has since expanded to operate in 130 cities and 13 
countries. Why then are they so deeply rooted in '80s 
culture? You don't hear much about them today. 




Emerald Software must have spotted potential in the 
concept; in 1989 they developed 'Fallen Angel' on behalf of 
Screen 7, publishers of Jaws and The Legend of William Tell, 
amongst not much else. Screen 7 Ltd that is, not to be 
confused with Screen 7 Entertainment. Couldn't the later 
upstarts just be Screen 8 to keep it simple? 

In Fallen Angel, we play Thingy McNoname whose Guardian 
Angel brother has succumbed to Evil Nasty Substances 
provided by an international, illicit drug cartel who have 
been peddling their wares at various underground train 
stations around the globe. Bruv - also left nameless - hasn't 
just become hooked on the white-snorty stuff, he's overdosed 
and is now a former-druggy. As in you can no longer partake 
when six feet under. 
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Amazingly, American punk band, Dead Kennedys, formed in 
1978, are still performing today I bet they had a better foot- 

care policy than this mob. 



If there was an alternative Hallmark-sponsored script no 
doubt he'd have got his act together, kicked the horrible 
habit and started a new life as a cattle rancher, lodged on an 


























































open prairie stretching as far as the eye can see. But then 
this is more Kickboxer than The Waltons, so as we were. 



With vengeance in our hearts and Bloodsport on the brain, 
it's our job to hunt down the nefarious gang responsible and 
batter the delinquency out of them. Not arrest them you 
understand, that wouldn't be in the spirit of button-mashing 
brawlers. I don't think this is strictly canon so maybe it's for 
the best if we avoid telling Curtis. 











































































Levels are split across the London tube, New York subway, 
Paris Metro, and Berlin subway. Whenever momentarily 
resting our flailing feet and fists of retribution, we need to be 
on the lookout for a plane ticket to take us to the next 
country, seeing as we're not riding in a flying, pixie dust 
powered locomotive courtesy of Doc Brown. Don't think you 
can sit back and take it easy; that countdown clock 
represents time to the next aerial departure, so make sure 
you have your bags packed. 

In London, we must tackle a limited number of carbon-copy 
minions including a bowler-hatted businessman armed with 
an umbrella who looks suspiciously like John Cleese from the 
Ministry of Silly Walks Monty Python sketch. His real name is 
John Cheese you know. You can take that to the bank of 
factoids. 



After a short flight to France, we encounter the same sprite, 
this time attired in a red and white stripey jumper draped 
with a string of onions, embellished with a delightful beret, 
and practical walking stick. All the better for beating you 
with! 





































































































































































In the same region, there's a Steven Segal lookalike to poke 
and prod. Not that I'd recommend that; chefs have access to 
huge, razor-sharp knives, which aren't compatible with Angel 
necks. What do you mean you've never watched Under 
Siege? It's a classic! 































































































































































Each stage wraps up with a diluted boss baddie bonanza, 
while at the very end of the end of the finale we face Mr Big 
himself. If we can put him out of business by ejecting him 
from the life biz, our mission is complete. 



Vengeance in the bag, McNoname's reward is to visit big 
brother's grave and let him know we're ready to pick up 
where he left off, donning his Guardian Angel beret no less. 



















































































It's not an especially challenging little jaunt, even given that 
we have no weapons to exploit. Guardian Angels don't carry 
weapons so that explains that one. Unfortunately, the 
criminals know this too because they've read Wikipedia. 

Fallen Angel is a very bland affair with little variation to 
break up the mindless pummeling. That said, it's worth 
checking out the novel end of level goons if nothing else; the 
first - stationed in London - an overgrown busker with an 
aversion to hairdressers who's a bit handy with his guitar. Hit 
him and he'll take a potshot with his instrument, then go 
right back to strumming without missing a heartbeat. 



Up next is B.A. Baracus in New York, followed by a generic 
armed 'lady' stalking the end of the French level (already 
illustrated above with Mr Cleese, Francophile edition). Hang 
on, isn't Mr T from Phoenix and suffers from 
pteromerhanophobia? "I ain't gettin' on no plane!" 






































































Fallen Angel is available for the Spectrum, Commodore 64, 
Amstrad, Atari ST, and Amiga from all good stockists. They're 
all pretty much interchangeable in terms of gameplay and 
design, despite the dramatic variation in presentation. 



Victor Willis (Village People's former lead singer) takes on 

twin Freddie Mercurys! 

















































































































Rector street Station (New York) gets a very brief mention in 
John Wick: Chapter 2 (2017). As soon as I find some 
interesting Rector St. trivia i'ii correct this caption. Sorry. 


























































































































































































































































































































































































































No-one seems to have been willing to officially claim 
responsibility for its development, although you'll find some 
easy clues if you look at the pre-populated high score tables, 
or the graffiti scrawled on trains found in the Spectrum 
version: Philip, Jerr, Steve, Bobby, Clare etc. Who's Sue? Did 
anyone try calling her on 0602-612517? 



Visually it's quite polished, complemented by convincing 
animation. It's just a shame about the minimal fun factor 
owing to a dearth of manoeuvres, weapons, and varied 
scenery. 


Offering nothing new over and above better scrolling beat 
'em ups that had gone before. Fallen Angel was quickly 
admonished and dismissed. Zzap summed it up neatly in 
their much-belated review... 


"Beat-'em-up games have been around for donkey's 
years. Frankly, I'm teed off with this game type, and 
Fallen Angel isn't a very good example. It's programmed 
well enough, but the content is soooo boring." 








Zzap (55%, issue 84, May 1992) 



Any more? Speak now or forever hold your piece. Oh wait, no 
guns remember. 





















































Another contender is Subway Vigilante published by Players 
Premier for the Amstrad CPC, BBC Micro, Commodore 64, 
Electron, and ZX Spectrum, again released in 1989. 

Wow, big year for red beret fans! It's strange because current 
movies tend to influence game theme direction, and yet 
nothing relevant of note hit the cinemas around this time. TV 
movie. We're Fighting Back, is the closest match - that was 
first televised in 1981 and isn't even specifically about the 
genuine Guardian Angels. Maybe they were just in the press 
a lot towards the end of the decade. 



Nevertheless, except for the Guardian Angel wearing official 
insignia depicted on the cassette cover you'd never know 
that this feeble Renegade clone had anything to do with the 
altruistic crime fighters. It's an idea-bomb that's planted up 
front, then quickly defused as the title screen fades in and 
out. 









































































































Not a bad one as it goes. Guardian Angels were like 
superheroes to us kids. They had the uniform, the 
philanthropic motives (you'd hope), and the guts to go nose- 
to-nose with dangerous reprobates unarmed. They're 
practically more superheroey than Batman - he has all those 
snazzy gadgets to hide behind remember! Big fat, cheating, 
cheaty-faced cheater! 

Playing as Mr We'll-Think-of-a-Name-Later-Then-Forget, our 
aim is to travel the tube searching for trouble to inject 
ourselves into, only the station platforms are so spartan we'd 
be lucky to encounter a rowdy mouse eating cheese a bit 
more loudly than is considered acceptable in polite society. 
Most of the game is instead spent traipsing about trying to 
read significance into the wall signs and posters, navigating 
using a map located in the GUI. 



Should we accidentally stumble upon an opponent. Noname 
makes tiny little pincer-esque, stabby-jabby motions that 



























































pass for attacks, whilst tapping his foot like a jolly, accordion¬ 
playing folk singer. Well, in the C64 version anyway, the 
Speccy iteration is very different. 



Decapitate a baddie and you can celebrate with an 
animation-free vertical jump. You have to freeze-frame these 
kills to establish what's going on. Rather than keel over or 
vaporise, thugs explode from the waist up, then lose their 
heads! 

If they manage to connect with our jaw before shuffling off 
their mortal coil we can replenish our energy reserves by 
munching on supersized beef burgers. Just like in Cobra for 
the Speccy. 
































































Subway Vigilante for the Spectrum is a blatant Renegade rip- 
off, even down to the colour scheme. In its defence, it offers 
more attack moves than its C64 counterpart, while the 
animation is more energetic and believable. Don't get me 
wrong, it still deserves to be strapped to a punchbag and 
made to call Van Damme a big soft nana. 

"Surprisingly this is a game set in the London 
Underground which seems to have turned into the site 
for World War III - well, nearly. 

Gangs of dealers, pushers, punks, muggers and striking 
train drivers fight in each station. Being the Subway 
Vigilante it is your job to stop them and protect the law- 
abiding citizens of London Town. 

That's what the inlay says and roughly translated it 
means you've got to kick everything you see. 












































































































































Subway Vigilante lacks the usual Players presentation, 
with just a simple title screen before plunging into the 
game. Sound is made up of a mediocre tune at the 
beginning and a few special effects. You can choose 
between a monochrome or colour subway, the only 
difference being the top half of the play area. 

When you come to play the game you will be put off 
straight away by the difficulty. Muggers come from both 
directions at the same time, and as you move so slowly it 
is impossible to spin around to kill them all. Only get this 
if you are a real fan of the beat-'em-up... You'll need tons 
of patience too!" 

Crash (57%, July 1989) 
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Only one other relevant Guardian Angel game cropped up 
during my deep delve, and that's a bit of a swizz. Designed 
by Dinamic Software, known as Freddy Hardest in Manhattan 
in Spain, the rights to republish in the UK were bought by 








Codemasters who renamed it Guardian Angel before foisting 
it upon the unsuspecting public. Both versions were unveiled 
in 1989 (pause for anvil drop!). 



Played out within a tiny, cramped window encroached by 
dual mega-HUDs top and bottom, it's not even set in the 
subway. Everyone knows that crime only takes place in close 
proximity to trains. 

In any case, rumbling his secret identity right off the bat, 
Freddy looks like Bananaman in a trenchcoat. Athletic chap 
he is too, stomping along as though he's missing Blue Peter 
on the telly box, fly-kicking karate champs like a lycra-clad 
wrestler. In true comic book style, on impact, they 
electrocute, revealing their x-rayed skeletons. 

















Let's find out how the manual spins the existing story and 
characters to fit the mould. Will Freddy be assigned to 
protect the innocent, uphold the law, and serve the public 
trust? 

"You are plunged into the depths of the CRIMINAL 
WORLD IN DOWN-TOWN MANHATTAN. One thug after 
another assaults you - often GANGING UP IN A BRUTAL 
ATTACK. The evil killers will be armed to the teeth with 
FLICK-KNIVES, IRON BARS, BASEBALL BATS AND EVEN 
CHAINSAWS! 

Watch out for Ricky 'Death Star' Chang - he'll try to mow 
you down in his forklift truck. Vile rats carrying bubonic 
plague come scuttering off the ships. Obliterate them 
with low karate kicks. 

You're on your own now. Only you stand between the 
hoards of MURDEROUS SCUM and the ordinary citizens. It 






































































is your duty to protect as one the GUARDIAN ANGELS. 



Ah, yes, I see what you did there with the subtle rebranding. 
In-game though, our protagonist looks nothing like the one 
on the cassette inlay, which is a bit of a predicament when 
you're trying to equate the two. 

Clearly Freddy was never intended to be a Guardian Angel. In 
fact, in the sequel, he wasn't even supposed to be a bloke. 
According to Games that Weren't, Freddy II began life as 
'Katia', a very similar bishy-bashy-boshy title starring a 
female protagonist. 

Male or female, it wouldn't have mattered as long as the 
original costume was switched to something more authentic 
in print as well as pixels. At least that way Codemasters 
would have stood a slim chance of getting away with the 
subterfuge. 

As it is, simply telling us that it all adds up with a bit of 
hyperbolic text comprised of random capitalisation is more 
irritating than distracting. Codemasters fooled no-one with 
their OUTRAGEOUS lies! Absolutely DISGRACEFUL 
behaviour!!! 

Gary Liddon was similarly unimpressed, as evidenced by his 
39% review published in Sinclair User magazine (issue 105, 
November 1990). 


























"It's not a lot of fun. Even trying your very hardest it's 
hard to avoid getting a terminal pasting. And the 
control's really sluggish, a bit like skateboarding in a 
bowl of syrup. Maybe the main guy's drunk. Talk about a 
well-oiled fighting machine. 

As for the graphics, about as pleasing to the eye as red 
hot needles dug into the back of the optic nerve. The 
hero's chin is brilliant. I've seen some big ones in my 
time, but the huge load of bread poking out of the side of 
this guy's face really takes the biscuit. It's a sort of Jimmy 
Hill, Bruce Forsyth hybrid sticking out at a very strange 
angle. 

Apart from that, the yucko scrolling and blobby bad guys 
really aren't very nice. For self-haters only." 



Oh, you know who he looks like? Johnny Bravo or Stan Smith 
from American Dad or Kronk from The Emperor's New Groove. 
Except they were all devised long after Freddy. What is it with 















super-chinned dimwitted Flash Gordon types? They're 
everywhere you look. Sorry, I got distracted; Desperate Dan 
just walked by the window. 



Much to Commodore 64 owner's chagrin, they received a 
mostly monochrome direct port of the Spectrum version. 
Considering the most excitable C64 fans spent half their lives 
guffawing at Spectrum game graphics, this would have been 
received like a slap in the face with a wet kipper. 

Game reviewing stalwart, Roger Frames, delivered his verdict 
via Commodore Format in November 1990 alluding to this 
sentiment, yet generously not letting it skew his judgement. 
He hated Freddy for other reasons; his 35% bottom line says 
it all. 

"Ye gads, it's a Spectrum game - tiny, squelchy sounds 
and two colour graphics... 






















The graphics, despite being two-colour only, are quite 
satisfying. Both you and your opponents are well-drawn 
and move in a fairly realistic manner but the appalling 
gameplay destroys any enjoyment that might have been 
had from this potentially good but ultimately cruddy beat 
'em up. 

The characters in this game are a perfect example of 
what happens to victims of a materialistic society, so 
what better reasons could there be for not buying it? 

Well, it's rubbish for one, so sew up your pockets and 
count your financial blessings." 



Nowhere near as scathing was Nick, his review written for 
Crash (issue 84, November 1990) clocking in at 73%. 
Although he too recognised that Freddy's appeal would be 
limited, even priced at a modest £2.99. 

"The sprites are all animated well and the thugs vary 
enough to keep the best of gamers on their toes - in fact. 



















































































it may be a bit difficult for the average player... 


Guardian Angel is a tough beat 'em up that will present a 
challenge to the best of players! Softies need not apply." 



Your Sinclair (issue 59, November 1990) were more 
enthusiastic still, awarding 85 degrees for Freddy's second 
outing. We were first introduced to him in 1987 - according to 
Jonathan Davies - as "one of those hunky astral Playboys we 
all dream of being" (Your Sinclair issue 25, January 1988). 

























































"Well, it's a very fast monochrome horizontal scroller, 
with our hero Freddy/The Guardian Angel as a rather 
nicely animated little chap in a trenchcoat who can 
punch, low-kick or high-kick. Baddies are of the street 
thugs/rats/sailors (!) variety and come armed with iron 
bars, knives, chainsaws, forklift trucks (II) and so on. All 
fairly normal so far, and indeed it remains fairly normal 
throughout, except for the fact that everything is so well 
programmed - you don't often get to walk behind and 
through the scenery in budgie games like this, for 
instance. 

What else? Well, it is (as you might expect) rather hard - 
you get only so far before 8 or 10 baddies jump you at 
once, and then you're done for, matey (or at least I am). 
That's it really - nothing spectacular perhaps, but very 
competent and certainly a cut above most budget fare." 




















Not having a clue why we're rea//y wandering around a 
Manhattan dockyard pounding ...well, whoever they are, it 
was hard to tell where all this might be leading. 

To a steampunk, wheel-of-fortune-powered time machine, 
that's where! It actually looks like it's mounted on skies and 
uses a treadmill digital readout for controls, or to display vital 
statistics. Nope, I've changed my mind. It's one of those 
Everglades turbine-propelled boat-glider things you see in 
Gentle Ben. You know, the TV show about a river policeman, 
his son and pet bear. It was awesome. 

















































































Reach the last step of the boardwalk and we climb aboard, 
destination unknown. I should get round to translating that 
Spanish manual. That might give us a few hints. 

Regardless, wherever Mr Solidpecs was heading, it looks like 
he failed to arrive since no more Freddy games were ever 
released. Freddy was fine on the 8-bit systems. Port him to 
their 16-bit big sisters and he looks like an 8-bit beat 'em up 
masquerading as a 16-bit one. Funny how that works. 

Over the years, genuine pixelated homages have been given 
short-shrift, suggesting that officially licensed deals haven't 
been forthcoming. It makes sense; the Guardian Angels 
wouldn't want to be associated with endorsing or glamorising 
violence, whether it's computer-generated or not. Their 
stance is to contain violence through non-violent means, not 
celebrate it. 

Any publishers who attempted to unofficially capitalise on 
the notoriety of the name would likely be exposing 
themselves to criticism and possibly even legal action. It 
would be far safer to devise an original crime-fighting 
proposition with a non-uniformed star. It worked for Double 
Dragon. 











































